Cedarville Review
Volume 11

Article 8

2008

I'm Not Afraid of Global Warming
Joel Coggins
University of Pittsburgh

DigitalCommons@Cedarville provides a publication platform for fully open access journals, which
means that all articles are available on the Internet to all users immediately upon publication.
However, the opinions and sentiments expressed by the authors of articles published in our journals
do not necessarily indicate the endorsement or reflect the views of DigitalCommons@Cedarville,
the Centennial Library, or Cedarville University and its employees. The authors are solely
responsible for the content of their work. Please address questions to dc@cedarville.edu.
Recommended Citation
Coggins, Joel (2008) "I'm Not Afraid of Global Warming," Cedarville Review: Vol. 11 , Article 8.
Available at: https://digitalcommons.cedarville.edu/cedarvillereview/vol11/iss1/8

I'm Not Afraid of Global Warming
Browse the contents of this issue of Cedarville Review.
Keywords

Poetry
Creative Commons License

This work is licensed under a Creative Commons Attribution-Noncommercial-No Derivative Works 4.0
License.

Follow this and additional works at: https://digitalcommons.cedarville.edu/cedarvillereview
Part of the Poetry Commons

This poetry is available in Cedarville Review: https://digitalcommons.cedarville.edu/cedarvillereview/vol11/iss1/8

JOEL COGGINS
Tm not Afraid ofGlobal U/arming
Today in the office I stood over the water tank
like a Father over his daughter's conscience.
The numbers hammered into the bottom of the jug
dialed me down into the cycles of 3:28:200-3.
The Culligan Man dollied the barrel here last week, with twins.
I can see the warehouse of water monuments erected to the sky
as far as the human mind can see, polar water from the farthest reaches
of this gravity-cursed orb, this blue water balloon
in the hand of a ten-year-old boy waiting for his neighbor
to turn the corner on a riding lawnmower. A balloon warming in his hand
as the sun burns a whole of atoms that condensate
on the faultless edges to complete the delicate cycle it takes
to raze the cities inside to the bottom like melting,
to raise the tiny human lives to the tops. Bubbles
rise in the tank as my cup fills with retroactive
aqua. I realize I am not afraid of global warming. I'm afraid
of all the plastic jugs.
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